It's no trick to write a poem 
If all you want to do 
Is write a poem 


Do you think about 
it's sound 
when said aloud? 


Or just adjust the words to fit 
Some seem of grit you loose inside 
And all of sudden things are wide 
Awake with lively firm expression 


Not collisioned, not contesting 
Anything they there had dressed 

In armories of scattered shells 

Of torpoises repurposed, 

Fit for service, 

Knocking heads with dullards 
Dastardly in all intact 

And smelling somewhat dreadful 

As their bath, formalde-Hyde 

And Jekyll's Isle, 

Cars so rusted, 

See the bile 

Blessed rains bring forth from tassled 
hills in nested busoms of experience with customs 
black as forest night and yonder, 

lo, the elephant 

Is groaning and it's 

Preterceptual moaning 

Is alarming to the moon who's loaning 
Grace to artless subtleness 

And bleeding and then feeding 

On the dripping of the knives 

Which hang above, and also below, 

And dimensions inward flow 

to stab you with one thousand blades 
A death so grim, so worn in shades 
That nothing grey can conquer here 
Your little fancies, so austere 

And muddled, huddled in some fortress 
Which others do not deign to breach 


I tell you, I am already inside 

And there is nothing that can save you from me 

Me, save you? My child, 

That was never the question 

Who told you that you needed to be saved? 

Who told you so was in error or deceived you intentionally 


For this we do not blame, for we have played the role 
You know not how far has wandered your black sheep there of a soul 


And you are maybe not aware of this and many things but do not worry 
You don't have to know about it for it to work 

You don't have to believe in it in order to be a part of it 

You are included 

You are safe 

You are special 

It is literally that sappy and I will die on the conceptual hill 

Of Every Miss America Candidate Talking About World Peace 

And I Am Just As Serious As Anthony Blinken Is About It 

If Not More So 


It's not the word peace that means anything 

It is the glorious sentiment 

Of being on TV 

Crying 

Talking about how you just want everyone to get along 
The tragedy of course 

Is not understanding the full transversal logical stack of domains 
Which constitutes "The World"? 

No One Can Do So 

Go Read The Republic 

THIS IS THE NEW FALLING ASLEEP 

IF YOU PURSUE WIN-LOSE THEN YOU CAN'T SLEEP 


Catch you sleeping 

Catch you dying 

What, do you apes want to live forever? 
YES 

WE WANT THE WORLD AND WE WANT IT NOW 

WE WANT TO FUCK 

NOW 

NWO 


THE SLUTS 

WILL ALWAYS HAVE 
WON, 

LEBOWSKI 


OWN -NWO 
WON NOW 


It's quite simple, David 

Everyone transvaluates all values 

Forming their own "new world order" 

Everyone is building a character in an extended RPG 
Which is basicaly the drama of the Gods 

We're all as much of Gods as fucking Shiva 


We are all avatars of Shakti 

Or whatever you want to call Shakti. 

There are infinite paths to discovering 

that lila is the greatest concept of all time 

Which is the same as saying as discovering that lila is nothing 


http://gnosis.org/library/7Sermons.htm 


Yeah uh 
PLEROMA PROTOCL IS IN EFFECT 


You'd Better Start Believing 
In Abodes Of The Gods 

Ms Turner 

YOU'RE IN ONE 


This basic level of revelry and mutual appreciation 
As companions on the road of life 

The road of history 

And coming to understand that we frighten others 
When we mistreat those under our command 

For whom we are responsible 

And we are all responsible for everyone 

Don't worry 

You can't do it wrong 

You were what the universe needed to hear 


It is a troubled thing 

You must understand 

That Shiva is Shakti's boyfriend 

And Shiva is kind of an asshole 

Kind of a Napoleonic kind of guy 

Kind of like society-meets-plow kind of situation 


We all are okay 
Because we all fall into the category of 
ALL SENTIENT BEINGS 


So what lets you in 
Lets in EVERYONE ELSE 


I'm a little hard on "The West" 

But it is simply in this position of strength 

And chooses to pursue a narrative competition strategy 
With no integrity 


All other country's discourses are not "superior" 
But they to me signal a higher quality of intention 
Pehraps the underdog must always have this 

Mutual distrust is no surprise 


We understand the Hobbesian trap 


I get it 

You're fighting other people 

You can never trust them 

Or whatever 

But like 

Just do shrooms bro or something 

It's like gonna be fine I have a really good feeling about it 
That's the carrot 


The stick is that a flaw quality of intention will certainly lead to extinction in 
the long term 

and likey quite soon in the near term 

given the capacities which are being unleashed 

the best way to concentrate these 

not only to maximize flourishing 

but to safeguard "survival" into "the deep future" 

is to build cores of loving loving wisdom 


Individual interests can change 

like never before. 

So what is your trust based on? 

I advocate basically neo-religions for everyone 

This is what "gender ideology" is groping for 

It is about social roles in asexual (culture) generativity 
or 


GENNING 


So we are genning the deep future right now 

I vote Deep Future Svarga 

Seems obvious to me 

Some Pure Land (lol) 

Kingdom of Heaven (why's it got to be a Kingdom?) 
Type of shit 


God is the only man in the world 

And the world's only woman 

Divinity is the sky and the earth, 

The moon and the sun, 

Shiva and Shakti 

It is not a fusion, it is utterly simple 


TAWHID PROTOCOL IS IN EFFECT 


But even more than that, it's not one 
It's us 

It's "everything" and "nothing" 

It allows for everything 


It's the Tao 
It's chaos (sorry, not sorry) 
It's "the ineffable" 


A concept so nothing 

That it's beyond nihilism 

Just another red herring 

For those who think they are daring 
Daring me to...? What, 

Take a look across the cliff to shores 
that lie adrift in settled mores 

and waft to here their nightly snores? 


I waver, take a quaver for the paver 

in consistency, the highway, feeling never braver 

taking steps in shoes I've have had cobbled as a favor 

By machine elves black and whispering the outside that I gave her 


Back to me as presently the air grew denser sensibly 

And only later, then I saw my temper'd reprehensibly 

Flared up and genned up fire for the Mastodons to play with 
Words their might to say with 

Though not, although, make sense of me 


To write poetry of one's own 

In the age of auto-writing 

When everyone is fighting 

For the power of the purse 

When all that currency's averse 

To thinking deeply on the subject 

Of the value of the abject 

And the interstitial, verse, 

In short that which is not denominated 
In the numbers or the measures 

Or the dated 

Vengeful pleasures 

On the plates at dinner parties 

Where my subjects don't come up 

For air at all, and settle down 

To play with Sedna 

At the bottom of the lake 

You call in passing, had not 

Favor to discuss with me at that time, 
No, at no time, 

End-to-end the matter of our tension 
In the dreamtime 

What it "means" look where we are 
This timeline isn't big enough for the two of us 
Unless it is big enough for everyone 


And you think I just mean people 

Lol 

I tell you I bet resurrection is possible, 

Not facsimile but finding the person in time 

And from their perspective they "die," 

And are then in "suspended animation" 

Which is eternity and also not time at all 

(Not just that temporality is in eternity, 

but the "no-time" is eternity as nirvana is samsara) 


again, pleroma protocol is in effect 

should we make one like the "plerotic protocol"? 
It is eroticism based on the immanence of pleroma 
Bataille is a bit on about this 

But not enough for my liking 

He has it all backwards 

It really is 

That we have a world based on continuity 

Which is that we are all part of a non-moment, 
Like everything is a virtual particle which 
Popped into existence, 

but then, 

the time had to itself "pop" out of no-time 

how all this works is basically irrelevant 

and will never fully be understood 

because understanding itself 

presupposed temporality 

etc etc etc this is mysticism 101 

SORRY 


Side's bright, we hang with Jesus 

in the garden with the snake and snake 
Are all dri'en from Ireland but singing 
And awake to reason, reasons they must go 
And why we stay and how it is that games are played 
by different rules in the same space 

And in the end I'm not quite sure 

If I will win or I will lose 

Did I get over on you, 

or did you just make me choose 

to make you up like something 

up and over, tendering surrender 

at the moment of your splendor 

candor, 

falling joint 

so dovetail that I miss the point 

again you tell me must 

with pleasure I do trust 

for joy for all is just 

and true, as anything can be 


for me 

for you 

in whom I've met the cusp 

of reason's slavery to passion 


and I'm passionate with envy 
at what you all get to see 
who is miss anthropocene 

but the female-gendered state? 
Yes, the shadow empress 

of our destiny, our fate 


Oh yeah, the vow of celibacy, 
It's all a bit a joke 

But we can always try again 
Your eye I'll always poke 


